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What was he doing here? Axl stared at the door, his hand poised. "I'm going crazy," he muttered, iterating 
what he already knew. 


There was a party inside; he knew it. Slash had a party about every night and, when it came down to it, Axl 
just wasn't in the mood for company. 


His hands dived into his pockets and he fingered the single sheet of paper crumbled with the fabric, mouthing 
the words. They were good, he had to admit. Good words for a killer song. They just needed a good tune to go 
with them. He should wait until tomorrow. But then, he thought, this one couldn't wait; Slash's friends would 


just have to leave, because otherwise, Axl wasn't going to get any sleep. 


The words were that good. 


The doorbell reverberated through the house and he winced, his resolve dwindling with each echo. The door 
swung open before he could manage a retreat, so he steeled himself, lifting his head high. The long legged, big 


breasted creature that greeted him, however, was a bit of a surprise. 
"Yeah?" she said, giving him a once over as she leaned against the door jamb. 


Axl felt himself shrinking and straightened his spine, squaring his shoulders. He was not going to be intimidated 
by a woman, "Um... Is, uh, Slash here?" 


The girl waved towards the inside of the house. "Yeah," she sniffed, throwing her hair over her shoulder. She 
sashayed away in her tight mini skirt, not bothering to look back 


Axl raised an eyebrow, watching her go before stepping inside. The walls contained nothing of their owner, just 
a sterile white void staring back. Amps, however, of all shapes and sizes, littered the floor, blocking every 


pathway. Axl wiped his hands on his jeans and stepped over the nearest one. 


He bumped into Izzy before he could take another step, almost knocking the other man over. Axl grabbed a 
hold of Izzy's shoulders, steadying him while Izzy figured out which way was up again. "Sorry about that, man," 
Axl said. 


"Nah..." Izzy mumbled, his legs finally starting to hold him up. He brushed Axl's hands off. Axl thought he heard 
a muttered "Steven's" under Izzy's breath so he smiled and nodded. Izzy nodded back and, keeping his head low, 
stumbled his way out the front door. Axl watched him go for a minute, pondering the enigma that was lzzy 


Stradlin but shrugged and continued to the main room. 


"AXLI" From the corner, Duff waved a slice of congealed pizza at him, grease dripping off onto the floor. Duffs 
other hand was otherwise occupied entertaining the "blushing bride" curled to his side and, given a choice, Axl 
preferred getting greeted by the pizza 


Slash was sprawled on the couch. Or rather, he was sprawled on top of the girl who was on the couch. Slash 
held out his arm, showing off a snake that coiled around his forearm, slithering over the bangles. "S'cute, 


yeah?" Slash asked the groupie. "S'real cute." The girl didn't answer. 


Ignoring Duff, Axl tripped his way over to Slash, clearing a path through the empty pizza boxes and beer cans. 
When an armchair finally came within reach, he muttered a small prayer and jumped into it cat-like to sit on 


the edge of the cushion 
Slash's girl dug her fingernails into the couch's armrest as she eyed the snake trying to twist and twine its 
way into her lap. Then she saw Axl. Mistaking him for a way out, she beamed at him, eyelashes fluttering. She 


sat up, pushing her breasts forward. 


And wilted under his disinterested stare. Axl laughed, his eyes sliding away from her less than adequate 


charms and over the rest of the room. Rebuffed, she slunk back down against Slash and returned to glowering. 
‘Smy new one," Slash told her. "See the di.." he frowned, "spots? They're rare." The girl nodded when Slash 
stared up at her seriously. "She likes mice. You want to feed her?" He held the snake out to her, laughing when 
she shrank back. "Guess not," he said and turned the snake to face him. "Don't think she likes mice, huh?" The 
snake whispered its tongue at Slash's chin before slithering down to head for the girl's lap again. "She likes 


you," Slash told his companion, leaning on her as he tried to get her into focus. 


"Mmm.." the girl responded, sidling away. She closed her eyes, taking a few deep breaths before pasting her 


smile back on 

Bored of the slow torture, Axl interrupted. "Slash." 

Slash's head snapped up at the sound of his name and stared blankly to the left of Axl. "Yeah?" 

Axl leaned forward in his chair, stretching over the couch to stare at Slash's face. "You're wasted," he said. 
Slash grinned, finally turning to face Axl head on. "Yeah." 


Axl sighed, long and slow as he pushed himself back upright. "Great." Because absolutely wonderful songs were 
written when Slash was fucked-up on a tanker load of Jack. 


Slash's one night stand, having fended off Slash's pet, tugged on Slash's sleeve and, obligingly, he leaned over 
and kissed her. The girl, perhaps a porn star in a former life, Axl thought, moaned and posed her hand on the 
back of Slash's head, careful not to get her nails caught in the mop of curls. 


Axl's lip curled in distaste and he tugged at the nearest sleeve. "Slash." 


Slash broke off his kiss with the girl and, after much struggling, managed to reverse his sprawl to lean 
towards Axl, obligingly leaning in for a kiss. Axl shoved at Slash's shoulder. "Stop that, you sick fuck!" he 
snapped. 


Finally realizing who he was about to kiss, Slash grinned. "Hi." 

Slash's girl growled deep in her throat. And then Slash's snake tried to dive down her tight shirt. Axl smiled at 
her for the first time, his eyes crinkling. The girl jumped to her feet, screaming as she shook off the snake 
like a dog, her feet mincing. Slash somehow miraculously caught the snake in mid-air and cuddled it close to his 
chest. His girl fled. 

Duff glanced up, staring after the girl. "Where's she going?" 


Slash soothed the snake, smiling at Duff. "I don't she liked her..." 


"Well | don't blame her," Mandy retorted, smoothing her skirt as she stood up. "Pushing a filthy reptile in her 


face." Her opinion stated, she turned to Duff, holding out a hand. "I think l'm tired, baby." 
Duff stared up at her. "Ils the party over?" 
Mandy pushed herself into Duff's face, smiling as she ran a finger down his face. "I said, I'm tired, baby." 


"Oh," Duff said, disappointed. And then it penetrated. "Oh!" He jumped up, his leer obvious beneath his wide eyes. 
Another idea infiltrated his perpetual haze and he grabbed Mandy, trying to swing her up in his arms. 


She screamed, clutching at his neck and together, they almost met the floor. "Duff!" 


"No, no, | got it!" Duff said and lifted her, her feet kicking as she tightened her grip. "See?" He slowly carried 
her out of the room, Mandy cooing at him each step of the way. Axl thought he was going to be sick 


Slash, not even watching the spectacle, had rolled over onto his back, holding his snake above him. "pretty 
baby, yeah?" 


Axl cleared his throat and Slash struggled to sit up, the snake dropping to the floor to slither off. When he 
managed the position, he peered at Axl. 


"So, uh.." Axl dug into his pocket. "I got.." He unfolded the crumbled paper. "These lyrics and.” 


Slash tumbled back onto the couch, stared upwards. "The blue's scratched, dude.." he giggled and rolled onto his 
side to trail a path through the carpeting. 


"Okay." Axl shoved the paper back into his pocket and stared at Slash, his head in his hands. So much for even 
the slight hope of a song being written. "Why did | come over here anyways?" 


Slash giggled again. 

"That wasn't funny.” 

"Sure, man..." 

‘It wasn't," Axl repeated, more to himself than anything. He glanced away from the drunk on the couch and 
finally noticed the half-empty bottle of Jack sitting on the table. Confiscating it, he downed the liquor straight 
from the bottle. 

"HEY!" Slash's eyes snapped open, awake at the sound of Jack being stolen. "Hey, hey, hey!" When Axl'd had his 
fill, he slammed the bottle back down on the table, wiping off his lips. He smirked at Slash. "Can't believe you 
fucking did that, man.." 


"Fuck you.” 


“Stealing Jack." 

‘Oh, shut up. Not like you never did that:" 

"You're a fucking thief..." 

"Slash. I'm pretty sure you have more stashed someplace." 
"Can't-" 


Axl dropped to his knees in front of the couch and clamped a hand over Slash's mouth. "Enough already! Fuck, 
you're such a fucking bitch! Why do you have to be a bitch, Slash?" 


Slash blinked slowly, focusing his vision before Axl felt something wet and warm pushing at his hand. He yanked 
his hand away, wiping it off on his pants. "Man, that's fucking gross! Oh, God, now | got to go wash..." Axl 
pushed himself to his feet to storm off but Slash grabbed his arm, laughing. "What?" he demanded. "You licked 
me, dude, and that's just sick Fucking sick, you know? Like you need help kind of sick and-" His rant cut off 
short when Slash yanked Axl on top of him. Axl glared from his vantage point. "What. The hell. 


Slash smiled and kissed him. Soft, Axl mused. Slash's lips were soft like a girl's. Wet, without the usual greasy 
slime of lipstick but still soft with a full pout and, he thought, more to the point, really, really uncoordinated. 
Axl broke the kiss and scrubbed at his mouth. "You're-that's just-" he sputtered. "Slash-you-you're-FUCKED 
UP, you sick FUCK!" Slash stared at Axl's rage before regarding the ceiling again. "The blue is not fucking 
scratched," Axl snarled, fists clenched at his side. "Don't even fucking start that shit!" 

Claws sunk into Axl's ankle and he screamed jumping onto the couch, crash-landing on Slash but throwing off 
his attacker. Scrambling on top of Slash, he glanced around at the room, searching. The only other occupant 
glared up with big blue eyes and hissed. Axl growled back. "Who the fuck you think you are, fuckhead?" 

Axl winced as a solid fist connected with his arm. Slash glared at him. "Be nice." 

"Tell that to that thing there," he said, pointing at the kitten, 

"You're so mean, Axl." Slash groused. "You're like..a.." 

"Bear, | know. No one's going to love me like | give a fuck." 

Slash frowned. "No." 


"No?" 


“Squiraellel,” Slash paused, reining his tongue, and tried again. "Squariel. Sq..huh." 


Axl paused. And blinked hard. "Did you just say ‘squirrel? Because | hope you didn't." 


Slash shrugged and lost interest in the entire conversation, waving a hand at the kitten instead. It purred, 
rubbing itself under his fingers 


Axl glared at the tiny harbinger of death, settling himself more comfortably on his Slash-made cushion and 
letting his anger ebb. He sighed, flipping his hair back, and pulled the lyrics out of his pocket again. There wasn't 
any rhythm to them, no rhyme. No message either, if he was truthful. They were, in fact, shit. If he was 
honest with himself, he'd have to say that they weren't good enough to even be an excuse. 

He'd been stalking around the house earlier and a vase hadn't survived. No doubt his housekeeper was cursing 
him at that very moment, not that Axl cared. The house was big enough, the damn vase shouldn't have been 
in his way. It was a big, lonely house, lots of room not being used. You'd think there'd be plenty of space for.. 
Axl paused in his silent ranting and mentally slapped himself. God, what a piece of work he was. "Slash?" 
"Mmm?" Slash scratched under the kitten's chin. 

"| don't have any lyrics, man" 

Slash thought about this for a minute, lips pursed, and shrugged. "Cool, dude." 


Axl sighed. Slash wouldn't even remember in the morning. "I don't know why l'm here." 


Slash shifted underneath him and Axl squeaked, protesting the sudden earthquake as he was uprooted. He 
landed in a heap and Slash, looming over Axl, landed right on top of him. "Fuck!" Axl shoved at Slash. "Get off!" 


"Oh," Slash said. "Sorry." He righted himself and kneeled on the couch, swaying to and fro as he waited for Axl 
to un-cower. Keeping an eye on the unsteady Slash, Axl sat back up. Slash pushed his curls behind his 
shoulders, blinking a few times, before leaning over to wrap Axl into a hug. 

Axl froze, his hands jumping to Slash's arm, clutching tightly. He swallowed hard, not daring to breathe until 
Slash released him. When freed, he slunk back against the arm rest-the farthest he could go and still be 
firmly on the couch. "What. Was that for?" 

Slash swayed as he withdrew back to his own side of the couch. "Just thought you needed it, man." 

"Oh," Axl said quietly. "Okay..." 


Slash grinned, tipping forward a bit. "You want uh..should | like..you know.." he paused slightly, searching for the 


words, "ask or, you know..like..ask you next time?" 


Axl glowered at the mocking tone. "Fuck you." And he reached for the Jack again-as punishment, because Slash 


was being a fuckhead. 

"Heeeeyl" Axl pushed Slash back onto the couch as he reached for the bottle and downed all that was left. 
Which, granted, wasn't much, but it really felt manly to finish a bottle like that. Slash pouted, pushing his 

bottom lip out and Axl laughed, nearly losing the last few drops he was trying to swallow. He wiped at his 

mouth with the back of his hand and laughed again, throwing the empty bottle at Slash. 


The bottle bounced off Slash's chest and landed in his lap where he stared at it mournfully. Then he shrugged 
and tried to get to his feet. 


"Slash," Axl sighed, watching the other man's struggles. "What are you trying to do?" 
"There's some, you know, more Jack in the, uh..." He fell over, landing back on the couch. "Fuck" 


"IIl get it.” Axl pushed himself up, set to retrieve the liquor when he saw Furry Death coming for him again. 
He leaped back on the couch, pawing at Slash until he managed to fit behind him. 


"What the fuck, man?" Slash complained as Axl's hands dug into his back. 
"We..don't really need any more." 


Slash raised an eyebrow. Or at least tried to. He ended up raising both and widening his eyes for a kind of 
startled look. "We don't?" 


"No," Axl said, shaking his head. "No, | think we're fine." 

"We're not fucking fine, man How can we, you know, do anything or uh...” 

"Slash! We don't need the fucking Jack!" Slash glowered, not convinced. He squinted and closed one eye, his head 
drooping. "Mmm..room spinning.." he mumbled, sinking down into the cushions. He shoved his legs out, nearly 
knocking Axl off. 

"What the hell?" Axl snarled, coming to rest on Slash's stomach. "Are you fucking going to sleep on me?" Slash 
didn't answer. "You are, you bastard!" Axl grabbed a hold of Slash's shirt, shaking him. "You can't sleep right 
now, Slash!" 

"Fuck, man.. Why not?" 

"Because." Apparently not accepting that as an answer, or just not caring, Slash turned his head to the side and 
closed his eyes, his mouth going slack. "Fuck, Slash... | need you awake!" Slash muttered something and swatted 


at Axl. Axl flinched before grabbing the wayward hand, pinning it above Slash's head on the armrest. 


Axl peered down at the drunk he had pinned underneath him. Slash had really nice lips, he had to admit. Really 


soft and he stopped that thought right there. He did not need to be fantasizing about Slash's lips. Seriously. One 


drunken kiss did not a crush make. Besides, Slash would never let him live it down. 


Except that Slash was drunk right now. He'd never remember. And he'd been the one trying to hit on Axl all 
night, anyway.. 


"You're really creepy." 
"What?" Axl pried his eyes away from their fascination to realize that Slash was still awake. 
"Stop staring, man 

"| wasn't staring!" Axl denied and Slash just shrugged. “I wasn't! Damn it, Slash, | was not staring” 
Slash shrugged again. "Whatever, man’ 

"And what's that supposed to mean?" Axl demanded, 

"My head hurts," Slash whined 

"| dont fucking carel" What the hell~" 


Slash, deciding that he'd had enough of Axl's raving, seized Axl's shirt and hauled him down a firm kiss. 
Anything to keep Axl's mouth occupied. 


His eyes wide, Axl allowed it, frozen in shock for an infinite moment before he threw himself in to it 
completely. Every bit was catalogued and indexed, from Slash's lips to the small moan he gave when Axl surged 
closer. His hands slipped around to cup Slash's head as his mind went blank. Axl pulled back a few inches, 
ignoring Slash's protests as he tilted his head for a better angle, and lunged forward to bring their mouths 
back together. His tongue feathered over Slash's lips in tiny licks, coaxing Slash into relaxing further, and darted 
inside. He tentatively Touched Slash's tongue, retreating when Slash reciprocated. 


Axl sat up, ramrod straight, staring ahead at the wall but not really seeing it. All he saw was Slash. Swallowing 
hard, Axl dared a glance down at Slash who simply smiled up at him, utterly content. He placed a hand against 
Slash's chest, pushing firmly. He needed to put some distance between them and that was all he could manage 
at the moment. "I'd." He stared, lost in Slash's eyes. "Go." He nodded, breaking the eye contact. "Yeah, lim going 
to go now." He crawled off of Slash, standing up beside the couch. 


Slash pouted, his brow furling. "No," he said and the next thing Axl knew, he was back on top of Slash, his legs 
splayed from his fall. He twisted himself around on to his side but got caught leaning on his hip when Slash 
wrapped him into a headlock Slash snuggled at Axl's jaw and started licking. Axl shuddered at the warm touch, 


closing his eyes for a moment of stolen pleasure before scrambling around to straddle Slash again. 


Disentangling himself from Slash, Axl pushed himself back up and sighed heavily. It would be easy to leave. As 
simple as putting his feet back on the ground and walking out the door. Slash couldn't stop him. Slash couldn't 
even stand at the moment. But, deep down, he knew it wasn't simple at all. Faced with two very different 


options, Axl made a choice. "We're going to regret this,” he said, running a hand over Slash's chest. 
Slash moaned softly, tilting his head up towards the armrest. "I feel really good," he slurred. 


"I know you do." Axl swallowed one last time and stroked Slash's chest again. What did he think he was doing? 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
The obligatory optional chapter.. 


Slash was drunk and, while Axl did have some Jack coursing through his system, he didn't have any excuse for 
taking advantage of him like this. Slash probably thought Axl was the groupie that he'd picked up earlier. 


Speaking of chicks..Axl stared at Slash, his gaze sliding from Slash's face down his body. ..How did you do this 
with a guy anyway? Axl bit his lip; he couldn't do this. This..was unnatural, right? To want another guy like 
this? He wasn't a fag. Would one time make him a fag? And what if he wanted to- No, he definitely could not 
do this. Axl surged up from his sitting position on Slash's stomach. He had to go. 


A hand landed on Axl's thigh, holding him still, and Axl squeezed his eyes shut and reopened them before daring 
to follow the hand up to its owner. He met Slash's drunkenly concerned gaze and found he couldn't hold it. He 
stared at the floor instead. 


Slash's shirt was soft beneath his fingertips as he hesitantly stroked it. The shirt was soft, but the body 
underneath was harder, more angular than he was used to. Screwing his eyes shut, Axl slid his fingers up 
from Slash's ribs over the flat plane to Slash's shoulders. What was he supposed to do here? 


Chicks weren't hard, they were soft and, while Axl had been with some pretty un-endowed girls, all of them 
had at least something on their chest. They weren't flat. Slash's shoulders were broader, too, his arm more 


muscular. And what happened when he-Axl's eyes darted downwards—what happened when the pants came off? 


Half a laugh, half a sob and Axl stared at Slash again. Slash smiled at him and ran a hand through Axl's hair, 
his touch gently skimming Axl's head before sliding down to play with the ends. Axl leaned in to the touch and 
bent forward to kiss Slash. 


Slash willingly parted his lips, submissive beneath Axl and letting him lead. Axl breathed a small prayer for 
that. He didn't know what he do if Slash fought him for top. If Slash wasn't drunk, he might just do that. But, if 
Slash wasn't drunk, they both wouldn't be here. 


Maybe they could just stick to kissing. Axl could deal with that. Kissing was good. Kissing was familiar. Axl felt 
himself relaxing from the tense knot he hadn't realized he'd been, his eyes sliding closed. His shoulders slumped, 
the muscles in his back loosing and he leaned farther forward, his elbows dropping onto the couch on either 
side of Slash's head as he buried his fingers into Slash's hair. He pushed his tongue back inside Slash's mouth, 
swiping lightly at the sides. 


Slash's tongue met his, a tentative flick, and Axl responded, encouraging. He could do this. It wasn't so bad. Slash 


flicked at Axl's tongue again and then shoved Axl out of his mouth. Axl opened his eyes to stare at Slash. Slash 
wrapped his tongue over his lips, licking like a dog as he grinned. Axl glared. "Kiss properly, Slash," he 
admonished and went for another kiss. Turning his head to the side, Slash managed to throw Axl's aim off 
completely, avoiding the kiss and instead licked a long stripe up the side of Axl's face. Axl sputtered, wiping at 
his cheek while Slash giggled and tried to repeat the motion. Axl pushed Slash firmly into the couch. "Stay!" he 
ordered. "Stay! Bad Slash! Just..stay put!" Slash slouched back down, not bothering to fight Axl, and grinned up 
at him. 


Axl pursed his lips and tried one more time. Slash lured him in again, letting him lead, and Axl waited for the 
trick. When Slash didn’t spring one, submissively behaving, Axl threw himself back into the kiss. Slash wrapped 
his arms around Axl's shoulders, his hands stroking at Axl's back in gentle circles. Axl moaned and pushed 


Slash's shirt up, his fingers digging into Slash's stomach. 


Unable to take it anymore, Axl unzipped his jeans, his hand diving inside to pump steadily. He swirled his tongue 
around Slash's, shifting forward again after tossing his hair out of his way in a quick practiced motion Slash 
whined, his hips jerking up as he tried to find something to grind into, his hands clenching in Axl's shirt. Axl 
shuddered and pumped harder, his tongue fucking Slash's mouth as he tried to push even closer to Slash. Slash 
whined again and yanked at Axl's hair, forcing his head back. Growling at being interrupted, Axl glared down at 
Slash, his strokes slowing. "What?" he snapped. 


Slash sat up to bury himself in Axl's neck, licking softly. He didn't have to say anything; Axl already knew. He 
closed his eyes. "Okay." He needed to relax. It wasn't like it was something he hadn't seen before, right? He 
could do this. One hand still firmly inside his own pants, Axl slide back to Slash's thighs, Slash hissing when Axl 
passed over his groin, and popped the button on Slash's jeans. He breathed deep, trying to keep calm and 


unzipped them, pushing the underwear aside. 


He looked away, unable to even glance back, but after another pump of his own cock, he decided that he was 
too hot now to stop. He had to finish this. He didn't have to..fuck Slash, right? There were other ways to do 
this. Ways that wouldn't make him a fag. A hand job would be just like he was doing his own, right? No harm in 
it. 


Axl tentatively ran a hand over Slash's newly freed member, shivering when Slash moaned high in his throat. 
He removed his hand from his own pants, seizing Slash's and placing it where his had been. Slash wrapped his 
hand around Axl easily and Axl saw stars. "Do what | do," Axl whispered and stroked down Slash's hard-on 
Slash followed the motion, perfectly. "Yeah," Axl encouraged. "Yeah." 


He sped up his strokes, shivering when Slash reciprocated. Harder. Faster. Slash moaned, his hips trying to 
thrust, straining against Axl's weight on top of him. His breath hitched, his eyelashes fluttering as he came. 


Slash's grip weakened, releasing his grip on Axl's cock, but Axl quickly seized Slash's hand before it could slide 
away completely. He held it in place as he showed Slash the exact rhythm to please him. Drowsily complacent 
under Axl's guidance, Slash stroked Axl until he came with a shudder. Axl's eyes opened wide but were unseeing 


as the universe exploded. He shivered, panting slowly as he came down and met Slash's gaze. 


Slash smiled up at him and blinked slowly. He fingered the hem of his shirt before trying to pull it over his 
head. He struggled futilely for a minute before Axl deigned to assist him, finally coming back to himself to 
think coherently. Slash sighed, contented, and let his head loll back against the armrest, his eyes drifting closed. 
Axl wadded the shirt into a ball and used it to mop up the mess on Slash's stomach, keeping his mind carefully 
blank while he finished. As Slash slipped off to sleep, Axl threw the stained shirt to a far corner. He didn't 
watch it land, instead turning back to Slash, once again transfixed by Slash's face. Slash's breath evened out 


and Axl knew he couldn't stay. 


There would be consequences. There were always consequences-if Slash remembered or if he didn't, it didn't 
matter. It didn't matter because Axl would remember. He'd fucked this one up good. Axl zipped his pants and 
silently snuck off of Slash, standing next to the couch. His knees threatened to buckle underneath him, but Axl 
forced them straight. He took a deep breath, trying to calm himself. Slash stirred with the sudden loss of 
warmth, whispering something inaudible as he rolled onto his side, tucking one hand under his head. Faced with 
the option of having to explain this all to Slash or running away, Axl fled, the front door slamming behind him. 


It wasn't his ceiling. The light blue wasn't the creamy white swirl it was supposed to be. And was that a crack? 
Slash frowned, tentatively rolling his head to the side, fighting against the crick in his neck before giving up and 
shifting his whole body. He stared out across the room, taking note of the empty pizza boxes and beer cans, 
finally realizing where he was. 


He stood up, scrubbing at his face blearily with one hand, while scooping up a passing snake with the other. He 
deposited it back into its tank on his way to the kitchen, leaving it with an absent caress. 


The phone sat sprawled in the middle of the floor, silently reproachful. Slash grabbed the cord where it plugged 
into the wall, using it to pull the phone up to him. He put it back on its hook and paused. Picking it back up, he 
punched in Duff's number with the practice of hundreds of drunken dials. Putting the phone on his shoulder, he 
shuffled more fully into the kitchen, grabbing coffee out of the cupboard. 


He fumbled with the coffee filters, knocking the creamer onto the floor and spilling it on the tile. It just barely 
missed his foot and he kicked it as he stepped closer to the coffee maker. "Shit..." he muttered, slopping some 
grounds into the paper, shoving it inside the top. The phone was still ringing. 


He dumped some water in, not really caring that left over coffee sludge was crystallizing in the bottom of the 
pot and stared. Duff still wasn't answering. 


The constant ringing grating on his ears, Slash hung the phone up. He'd call Duff some other time. Grabbing a 
few painkillers and a bottle of Jack on his way out, Slash retreated to the bedroom, all set to hibernate the 
rest of the god awful morning away. 


